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| wrote this in one sitting just now. Its almost b am. | hope you like it! | also already finished writing a smutty 
sequel to this. | gotta polish it a bit, but I'll upload it soon. This just wouldn't leave me alone. 


Also, as usual, this was written with the utmost respect for the people that appear in it and means no harm 


to any of them. 


Izzy took another sip from his solo cup and withstood the urge to make a face. Slash had been mixing their 
drinks for the past few rounds and the brunet wasn't a fan. He forced another couple of gulps down his throat 


and let his gaze wander over the room. 


Slash was lazing on the sofa to his right, nursing a drink of his own. His body was contorted similarly to his 
beloved pet snakes in a way that made it look like it had no joints and bones holding it upright. He was still 
wearing his sunglasses. He wore them to parties quite often, both to attract girls by looking cool and 
mysterious and to hide his nervousness in social situations. He must've missed that all of their visitors had 


left at least half an hour ago. 


Duff sat on the right side of the guitarist, in a slouched position as well, even though his body seemed to 
possess a bit more integrity. His bottle of vodka stood on the small table on the side of the sofa, screwed 
shut for now. ‘Good’, Izzy thought, the blonde's had enough, even with his high tolerance taken into account. 


Opposite from the sofa stood an uncomfortable chair taken from their kitchen table that Steven was perched 
on in a way that made the chair look even more uncomfortable. He was throwing peanuts into the air and tried 


to catch them with his mouth. His rate of success was abysmal. 


Izzy put his cup to the ground and leaned back against the crappy but comfortable armchair they had found 
outside an apartment complex a block down the road when they first furnished the Hell House. His eyes rested 
on Axl, who sat cross-legged on the other side of their uneven circle, a purple pillow the only thing between 


him and the floor. He didn't seem uncomfortable though. He actually looked quite relaxed for once. 


"Let's play something," Steven broke the silence for the first time in at least twenty minutes. The record that 
had been on had long finished and no one had been bothered enough to change it. 


"We rehearsed all day earlier, Stevie, don't wanna play anymore," Slash whined and sunk down into an even more 


impossible position. 


"Don't mean instruments, idiot, | mean a game," Steven retaliated, his sunny smile never waning despite the 


harsh words. 


Axl perked up at the mention of a game. He loved anything where he could win something or watch someone 
else lose. "What do you have in mind?" he asked, voice even more gritty after not using it for a bit and 
drinking and smoking all night. Izzy had to suppress a shudder. 


"Truth or dare," Duff said in a way that made it hard to discern if he was joking or not. Before his intentions 
became clear though, Steven proclaimed his full support for that idea. 


Slash finally took his sunglasses off and threw them over the back of the sofa "That could be fun," he said 


with a smirk, clearly intrigued. 


Axl scoffed. "What are we, twelve?" 


Slash turned towards him, his lips curled in what Izzy assumed to be a challenging expression if only he would 


be able to see more of his hair-covered face. "Scared?" 


The redhead's mouth became a thin line and his eyes burned with determination and stubbornness. Izzy wanted 


to laugh, his friend was so predictable, it was hilarious. "Bring it on" 


Slash finally turned to Izzy, looking very pleased with himself. "What about you, zz, you in?" 


The brunet shrugged. He didn't have much of a choice, did he? Plus, this promised to be at least entertaining, 
so no way he would go to bed now. "Why the hell not?" 


After a lengthy and passionate discussion between everyone apart from Izzy who couldn't care less if they 
should pick the next person or let it be determined by a bottle, they settled on picking. Duff, having come up 
with the idea, got to start. "Steven?" The smaller blonde perked up. "Truth or dare?" 


"Dare," he responded excitedly without a second thought. 


Duff grinned menacingly. "You know that weird sauce we have at the back of the fridge that's been there for 
ages? It hasn't molded yet, but it's clearly not really good anymore yet no one wants to throw it away. | dare 


you to eat a teaspoon of it.” 


Steven gaped at the bassist in horror. "What?! That must be a human rights violation, making me do that!" he 
exclaimed. "Wait, what's my other option if | refuse?" 


Duff thought about it for a second, when suddenly, the sadistic gleam returned to his eye. "A shot. From that 
liquor Chrissie left here." Chrissie, one of Steven's.. acquaintances had brought them some sort of 
unidentifiable alcohol the last time she had been around in what was probably meant as a nice gesture. None of 
them were particularly picky when it came to the manner of getting wasted, but that stuff had to be some 


sort of pest control. 


Steven rolled his eyes. "So death by spoiled food vs. death by poison | get it” He got up and swayed towards 
the kitchen 


"What are you doing?" Duff shouted after him. 


"Getting that disgusting sauce and a teaspoon," Steven shouted back, which elicited excited hoots from the 


living room. 


A moment later, he plopped back down in his seat, staring at the objects in his hands with horror. "If | do die 
from this, my blood will be on your hands, McKagan. I'll come back to haunt you." 


Duff made an impatient hand gesture. "Yeah, yeah, get on with it now." 


Scrunching up his nose, Steven unscrewed the small pot. "At least there's still no mold," he said, mostly to 
himself. He took the spoon and scraped up some of the sauce. "This enough?" he asked Duff, angling the object 
a little towards him. After the blonde's confirmation, he took a deep breath and put it in his mouth. 


This got a plethora of responses. Izzy himself screwed his face up, Axl let out a shrill "Ewww', Duff was 
laughing devilishly and Slash was dry heaving. 


Done with his task, Steven crawled over to the sofa, grabbed Duff's vodka and took a few sips from it. After 


coughing several times, he looked up at the taller man with a pitiful stare. "I hate you." 


Duff ruffled his hair. "It's all fun and games, Popcorn. Plus, it's your Turn now!" 


Steven seemed a little placated by that and made his way back to his seat. He scanned the room until his eyes 
stopped on Slash with a mischievous glint. "Slasher." 


Slash looked horrified. "Oh no." 


Steven laughed. "Oh yes. Truth or dare, Slash?" 


The guitarist looked around with a panicked expression. "Uh, uhm... truth!" he settled on, determining it the 


safest option. 


Steven seemed in no way discouraged by his answer as if he had been waiting for exactly that. "Tell us about 


the time you got all dressed up in your mama's clothes and tried to fuck me!" 


Slash groaned and buried his face in his hands, while Duff almost fell off the couch in hysterics and Axl 
shouted "What?!" 


When all of them had calmed down again, Slash's face emerged from his cloud of curls. "Steven said it in a 


misleading way," he mumbled sheepishly. 


"So you didn't dress up in women's clothes and tried to fuck him?" Axl asked with a grin 


"I didn't try to fuck him, | just wanted to mess with him!" Slash said a bit louder while crossing his arms 
before his chest. He sighed. "Look, it's a stupid story. Steven and | wanted to go out and the bouncer let Steven 
in, but he turned me away. It was Ladies’ Night, so | went back home, dressed up in my mom's stuff and tried 
again. | just wanted to find Steven and mess with him a little. He was gone though and | had to go back home 
dressed up like that. It was horrible." 


Axl met Izzy's eye for a second and grinned. "I'm sure lz feels with you, he got attacked once while in drag." 


The rest of them turned towards him. Slash and Steven looked surprised and intrigued, while Duff was just 
smiling contently, already having heard the story. "I played a gig in a drag punk band once and the audience 
wasn't overly supportive. They smashed my drumkit" He shrugged. "You gotta own it, Slash. Lots of guys don't 


have the balls to dress up as a woman" 


The curly-haired guitarist regarded him closely for a second longer, then he looked down at his lap. "I guess 


that concludes my task." He turned towards Axl. "So, what will it be, Ax?" 


The redhead raised his chin. "Dare, ‘cause l'm not a pussy." 


Slash rolled his eyes but chose to let that quip go uncommented. "Since you were so vehement about getting 


rid of the strippers at our shows, let us see you perform a strip tease." 


Duff laughed. "As if that's a punishment for him in any way." 


Axl didn't react to Duff's interjection. "To what song?" 


Slash grinned. "Your choice." 


Axl walked over to their record player and looked through the albums they had on hand. Not much of it was 
striptease material, but he finally settled on Led Zeppelin Il. Id had to do. 


He dragged the needle a bit towards the center of the record and dropped it. They still caught the last bit of 
‘What Is and What Should Never Be', when the opening riff of ‘The Lemon Song’ filled the room. Axl rose to his 
full height, aware that all the attention was on him. The way he liked it. Izzy took a moment to take in his 

outfit. It wasn't too different from some of his stage outfits. A white The Rolling Stones shirt that was a bit 
big on him, white briefs and white tube socks. Something that any other person wouldn't ever think of leaving 


their room, let alone the house in, yet he somehow made it work every time. 


Axl let the shirt slip over his left shoulder, revealing pale, milky skin. Izzy swallowed hard, only now realizing 
how much torture the next six minutes would be. The redhead started to move his body, not unlike his 
snakelike gyrations on stage, but slower and more sensual. He ran a hand through his hair and swept the 
reddish strands around seductively. If any of them would attempt this, the rest of the band would be rolling 


on the floor in laughter, but now they sat still, their eyes not leaving Axl's body even for a second. 


The singer started playing with the hem of his shirt along with his movements, keeping the coy act up for a 
bit until slowly lifting it above his head. He threw it at Izzy and gave him a wink, which made the brunet 
instantly cross his legs. He hoped no one had noticed that he was already half hard. Axl sank to his knees and 
he wanted to die. 


They watched the redhead caress his chest and play with his nipple piercing until the faster part of the song 
started. There was a short expression of confusion on Axl's face. It seemed he had forgotten about this 
section, but it was quickly replaced by determination, as he started crawling towards Slash. While Izzy was glad 


he wasn't crawling towards him because that would've definitely put him in an early grave, he also wasn't the 


biggest fan of this development. 


Slash, on the other hand, definitely was. He watched every of Axl's movements with hawklike eyes and spread 
his legs a little further. Their singer stopped right between them and slowly stroked his hands up his thighs, 
closer and closer to the other man's crotch. He slowly rose up, while shaking his body to the rhythm of the 
song and climbed into Slash's lap. Izzy grit his teeth. On the upside, he had a fabulous view of Axl's ass from 


where he was sitting. 


With his movements to the faster rhythm, it was almost as if Axl was humping Slash's leg or at least the air 
between them. Izzy could see the guitarists fingers twitch as if he wanted to reach out but knew that that 


was off-limits. 


The song slowed again and Axl settled more in Slash's lap, while also moving a little closer to him, never 
stopping his seductive movements. He now also included his hands again in the performance, slowly stroking 
them over Slash's bare chest, unobstructed by the open blue flannel shirt. The guitarist seemed in no way 
uncomfortable, on the contrary, he looked as if he was enjoying himself a lot. It was hard to see now, with Axl 


bouncing in his lap, but Izzy was sure he wasn't the only one with a semi anymore. 


The redhead leaned closer to Slash's face now, whispering along with Robert Plant, "Squeeze me, babe, ‘till the 
juice runs down my leg". The guitarists grin widened. Axl moaned in perfect timing with the track and 
continued. "Squeeze me, babe, ‘till the juice runs down my leg." The singer's crotch was fully pressed against 
Slash's abdomen now, as he peered down at the other man. "The way you squeeze my lemon, oh, I'm gonna fall 
right out of bed" He held Slash's gaze as he perfectly echoed Plant's moans. Finally, he moved back a little 
again. It escaped none of their notices how the guitarist followed his face with his own as if he was chasing his 
lips. Axl had definitely noticed it too and he gave him an amused smile, then leaned close to press a kiss to the 
side of Slash's neck. 


When the faster pace of the song came on a second time, Axl was prepared. He slid out of Slash's lap and sank 
to his knees again, moving his body to the music while touching himself so intensely that it looked like he was 
working up to a jerk-off session. The song finally came to an end and he sat back and rested on his legs, eyes 
closed, taking a few deep breaths. When the softer sound of ‘Thank You' started filling the silence, he opened 
his eyes and stared up at Slash. "How's that for a strip tease?" he asked, knowing damn well how good of a 


performance he had just delivered. 


"You could make a lot of money with that, you know," Slash drawled, not even attempting to hide the budding 
erection between his legs. 


Izzy snorted. "He would kill any man who would touch him or even look at him the wrong way." 


Slash regarded him with an amused and frighteningly knowing look. "Thought a lot about that, huh?" 


Izzy resisted the urge to swallow, as that would be a dead giveaway. But yes, he had entertained the fantasy 


of himself, a lowlife drug dealer, running into stripper Axl in an alternate universe. 


Suddenly, the singer was right in front of Izzy, who looked up at him panicked. "Wha- what?" 


Axl laughed, one of those real and happy laughs that made his eyes crinkle. "My shirt. Could | have it back 


now?" he asked with a smile. 


Izzy looked down at his lap, where the shirt was balled up in his hands right above his crotch. Real subtle. "Oh. 
Sure." He handed it over and hoped that he wasn't blushing. 


Axl pulled it over his head and sat back down on his pillow. "My turn now, isn’t it?" He looked around for a 


second and Izzy held his breath. "| choose Slash." He exhaled. 


Slash protested. "You can't choose the person who chose youl" He turned towards Duff. "He can't, right?!" 


Duff shrugged. "I'd say there's nothing that forbids it" Steven agreed and even Izzy nodded, terrified of Axl 


choosing him if he had to reconsider. 


"Fine," Slash huffed. 


Axl watched Slash with a grin. "You gonna be a pussy, Hudson?" 


The guitarist rolled his eyes. "Alright. I'll take Dare." 


Axl seemed very happy with that answer. "| want you to dress up in drag. We should have enough makeup and 


effeminate clothing in the house for that, don't you think?" 


Slash groaned. "Fine," he agreed after a moment. "If you go get me whatever shit you want me to wear. And 


some makeup. Don't wanna go search the entire house." 


That seemed good enough for Axl, who jumped up and disappeared to their rooms, still energized from his little 


performance. 


Izzy leaned down to pick up his cup and take a few sips, grateful for the extra moments he was gifted to get 


his erection under control. 


After he had set his cup back down, he caught Slash's eye. The younger man stared at him with a knowing 
expression that scared Izzy shitless. He wasn't usually one the others could see through. He quickly averted his 
eyes. 


Axl was back with a turquoise, glittery dress and a bunch of makeup that Izzy could identify as his own, even 
though Axl used it so often that it was basically their shared one by now. He threw the dress at Slash and 
started digging through the utensils. 


Slash peeled himself out of his tight jeans and Izzy was grateful that he hadn't gone commando that day. The 
dress was tight on him and the proportions were off, but he would have been able to make it work if only he 
wouldn't just stand there so awkwardly. Axl commanded him to sit and crawled back into his lap, something 


that Slash took in far less stride now than he had just minutes before. 


After applying eyeshadow, mascara and lipstick, he brought out a polaroid camera, claiming that it was part of 
the dare and Slash disgruntledly let him snap a picture. 


"Can | take it off again now?" he asked, half annoyed, half whining. 


Axl thought for a second, but he seemed to be in a good mood tonight. "Sure." 


Slash returned with only traces of makeup on his face and partially wet hair, wearing boxers with the flannel 


shirt now. As soon as he sat down on the sofa his eyes zeroed in on Izzy. Oh no. 


"Stradlin." 


"Yeah," he croaked. 


"What's it gonna be?" 


Izzy thought hard, panic rising in his chest. Both options seemed extremely dangerous in Slash's hands. But 
since his erection hadn't fully faded yet and God only knew what the curly-haired man would want him to do, it 
left him with only one choice. "Truth." 


Slash seemed slightly disappointed, but he caught himself quickly. After thinking about it for a second, he 
finally settled on a question. "Tell us about your big three firsts. First kiss, first sexual experience, first time 


proper sex." 


Izzy's heart sank "Can | change back to dare?" he asked, trying to keep the panic from his voice. 


Slash raised an eyebrow. "Definitely not." He now knew he'd struck gold with his question 


"Then I'll take the shot," Izzy offered. Dying from rat poison seemed preferable to this. 


"Not an option" Oh, Slash was enjoying this, the bastard. "Come on, just answer it, it's such an innocent 


question, unless." Something lit up in his eyes, a connection was made. "Unless it was a guy?" 


Izzy stopped breathing for a few seconds. He saw how Steven and Duff turned towards Axl with worried 
expressions. He himself only dared a quick glimpse at his childhood best friend's face, which was pale and closed 


off. Izzy finally nodded defeated at Slash's question, gaze trained on the floor. 


The other guitarist hadn't been oblivious to the looks thrown around. "Did Axl know him? Is that it?" He looked 


at the redhead to assess his anger levels and see how far he could push this. "This was ages ago, right? 


You've dated some of the same girls; he won't have an issue with some guy you fucked back in Indiana. C'mon, 


tell us." 


Izzy still wasn't looking at the others. He bit his fingernails, desperately trying to find a way out of the 


situation, when Axl spoke up. "It was me, alright?!" 


Izzy's eyes shot up. Axl looked angry, but he wasn't sure at who or what exactly. Maybe he was angry at all 
of them. "You don't have to do this, Ax," Izzy said, barely above a whisper. 


Axl shook his head. "No! This is what Slash wants to know, isn't it?! Voyeuristic asshole. You wanna hear all 
about how | was Izzy's first kiss and first time, don't you?! And how he was mine?!" He sank back onto his 


pillow, hugging himself in the way he always did when he felt overwhelmed and vulnerable. 


It was dead silent. 


Duff finally spoke up. "| mean, that's surprising Axl, but there's nothing wrong with it. In fact, it's sweet that 
you're still so good friends," he said softly. 


Axl finally looked up again, his expression indicating that he wasn't far from angry crying. 


"Soo... now that the secret is out. Can Izzy fulfill his task?" Slash asked tentatively, not wanting to let go of it 
yet. 


Izzy met Axl's eye and raised his eyebrows a little in question The redhead shrugged defeatedly, which was 
the best they would get from him in terms of affirmation. 


Slash turned towards Izzy expectantly and the brunet sighed. “Alright. First kiss was during summer break 
when we were fourteen. We were hanging out in my room, listening to records and smoking stolen cigarettes. 


We were talking about girls and how neither of us had kissed one and it seemed like a good idea to try?" 


Izzy watched Axl's face while he was recounting the event. The redhead was looking down, but there was the 


tiniest smile on his lips. 


"First sexual experience?" asked Slash, fully transfixed on the new information. 


Izzy fidgeted with the bracelet he wore. “Bill.. Axl would sleep over every now and then. Sometimes planned, 
sometime after he'd run away." The singer looked up at that and they shared a long, history-laden look. "After 
that first kiss, we continued to make out now and then and it would get more heated, especially in the evenings. 


There was grinding and groping and eventually, there were hand jobs." 


Slash's mouth stood open. He looked like he had no idea how to process this information, but he was thrilled 
about having it nonetheless. "And the first time?" 


lzzy rubbed his temple. "Is that really necessary, man, I've given you more than enough." 


Slash seemed to think about it, but he was interrupted by their singer. "It was the day before Izzy left for LA. 
We went out to a spot a little outside of town It was risky but less risky than staying at his place when he 
had already moved out and certainly less risky than my place. There's nothing but fields there, maybe a few 
trees in between. We'd gone there to drink beer and smoke pot before, but that day.." he trailed off, gaze 
trained on Izzy, who had a hard time holding it. 


"We made love," he finished for the redhead. It may be a sappy use of words, but it was true. At least on his 
part. "Satisfied now?" he asked, turning towards Slash, who nodded dumbfoundedly. "Good cause this is all you'll 
be getting.” 


Realizing that it was his turn, he looked around the room. Axl? Nooooo. Steven? He had no idea for him. And 
none for Duff either. Also, he really wanted to get some revenge on Slash. He already had an idea of what he 
could make him do if he picked dare. 


"Slash?" he addressed the guitarist, who seemed not at all surprised to be chosen again 


"Truth," he said with a lazy grin. Dammit. Izzy wrecked his brain to come up with something humiliating, but 
the best he could do on a time crunch was the following. "What's the most embarrassing thing that's ever 
happened to you while having sex?" 


Slash grinned as if the question didn't bother him the slightest bit. "| was shitfaced once and a pretty blonde 
girl was riding me, but she wanted us to switch positions. That was too much movement for my stomach 
though, so | threw up all over her tits. Pretty sure | passed out right after. No idea how she got out from 


under me, but she was gone when | woke up the next morning.’ 


"Dude," Duff exclaimed. "That's gross, poor girl." 


Slash laughed. "And yet it's not the most exciting piece of information tonight" He turned towards Axl. "You're 


up again, Rose." 


The singer tensed as if preparing himself for danger. You could see the gears turning in his head and it seemed 
like he was weighing his options the same way Izzy had before. Which one would have less catastrophic 
consequences in the hands of Slash. "Dare," he finally decided. 


Izzy wasn't sure if that had been a wise call since Slash looked like the cat that got the cream. 


The curly-haired guitarist took a deep breath and then addressed Axl with a big grin. "I want you to kiss Izzy." 


The redhead's mouth fell open and Izzy was sure his own expression wasn't too different. "Are you serious?” 


he asked Slash incredulously. 


"| have a hard time picturing what it would look like," the devil in human form cackled. "Plus, it's nothing new to 


you two, so no biggie, right?" 


Axl swallowed and met Izzy's eye. The brunets heart was racing. A few seconds passed with them just staring 
at each other, until Axl apparently resigned himself to his fate and crawled towards the middle of the wonky 
circle they were sitting in. "You could at least meet me halfway," he said in an uncharacteristically unsure 


voice. lzzy got it. He wanted to feel a little less out of control. 


The guitarist got up and sank to his knees in front of Axl. "You sure about this?" he asked his best friend and 
the singer nodded. It was a long time since they had last kissed. Not since the first half year after Axl had 
joined him in LA. 


The redhead's hands softly grasped the shirt on Izzy's shoulders. The brunet felt as if his heart would jump 
out of his chest at any moment. He gently placed his hands on the side of Axl's neck and jaw and drew him 


closer. 


With the first touch of their lips, Izzy felt instantly sober. It was as if he had been dropped into freezing 
water. But in a good way. At first, their lips merely rested against each other, until Izzy started moving his 
mouth against Axl's, which the other man quickly reciprocated. He could feel the redhead's tongue against his 
bottom lip and opened his mouth, deepening the kiss. Axl's hands wandered into his hair, gripping at the strands 
while he pressed himself closer. Meanwhile, Izzy's hands had wandered lower on the singer's body, holding his 


waist tightly. 


They completely lost themselves in the kiss and it wasn't until Axl let out a high-pitched whine, that they 
realized where they were. Izzy gently pulled back, taking in Axl's appearance. The smaller man's eyes were 
glazed and his lips were wet. He looked up at him with a pleading expression and he was so beautiful and he fit 


so perfectly into his arms and.. Izzy needed a smoke. 


Just as slowly and gently as before, Izzy put a strand of Axl's hair that was hanging into his face behind his 
ear, he stroked his cheek and then untangled himself from the singer. 


After getting up from the floor, he let his eyes rest on Slash with a neutral expression. "Hope you enjoyed the 
show. | need a cigarette.’ With that he walked towards the door, grabbing his worn-down suit jacket that he 


knew had a pack of Marlboros in its inner pocket on the way. 


Outside, he leaned against the cold and rough wall, finally inhaling a deep drag of calming nicotine. They smoked 


inside all the time, all of them knew that this was just a flimsy excuse to get out of the room for a moment. 


This had been a very bad idea. He thought he had done a pretty good job of keeping his feelings for Axl under 
wraps. But now, they were out in the open Now, all of them knew that he was in love with their singer. His 


best friend. Since they were fourteen. Jesus fucking Christ. 


"Got one for me too?" Of course he would follow him here. Why was he even surprised? Fucker followed him 


across the country. 


The brunet handed Axl his pack and a lighter without a word. The redhead lit himself a cigarette and they 
smoked in silence. But, as always with the singer, the silence was cut short. "Why did you stop?" 


Izzy looked at the smaller man questioningly. "Why did | stop what?" 


Axl looked down. "Why did you stop kissing me? Sleeping in my bed? Sleeping with me? | got to LA, but after 
the first month of being here, you started drifting away. Why?" he asked in a small voice that broke Izzy's 
heart. 


"Axl, l.. | thought that was what you wanted. There were plenty of girls here, girls that wanted you. Back in 
Lafayette, | thought." he swallowed against his tightening throat. "| thought you may have settled for me 
because | was the best you could get at that moment, but things were different here. And | couldn't keep 
going. It would've hurt too much. | was cool being your teenage exploration buddy, but we had grown out of 


that stage, right?" he finished, heart heavy, eyes fixed on the ground. 


Axl stepped in front of him. "Izzy, please look at me. Jeff, come on" Izzy slowly lifted his gaze. "I love you. | 
loved you then and | love you now. You weren't some sort of experiment and | never settled for you in any 
way, you hear me?" He sighed. "This is still difficult for me, but | miss us." He grabbed Izzy's hand. "| miss 
this." 


Izzy dragged him a little closer. "I miss this too." Unshed tears were glistening in Axl's eyes and he could feel 


his breath on his face. "Give it another try?" 


His answer was lips crashing against his own. 


